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DOMESTIC HAPPINESS EXHIBITED, 
JOHN ANDERSON, MY JOE.. 
IMPROVED. 


BY ROBERT BURNS: 


AND 
"THE FIRE 
A POEM: 


BY DOCTOR - COT'TON. 
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a J HN Anderſon, my joe, John, I wonder What 
| you mean, . 

To riſe ſo. ſoon in the morning, and fit; up, ſo. late at | a 
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| e'en, I 8 5 N | | 3 ö - 
_ Yell blear out a“ your een, John, and why ſhould you : 
| Gang ſooner to your bed at e'en, John An 
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John Anderſon, my joe, John, whan nature firſt 
began 5 TE | 

To try her canny hand, John, her maſter-work was „ 
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ohn, fo*trig frac tap to 


C NAY Irs 0 O97 i WH rt, 1gh > 


— 2 rn en AE 


— 


1 * 
22 * 
— —— — 


And you amang them a! 
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| She prov'd to be nae. journey-work, John Anderſon, 
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John Anderſon my joy, John, 3 ye _ hag * 


N --eonceit, fo LUKES SLY ge] 4a 
And ye need na think it . Th Id I ca? 
| ye trim and neat; 

Tho' ſome 8 a ye re auld, Fan 1 never think 
ve ©; 1207 201 vt rk. oo 21 
But I think ye're ay 1 ſame to me, Jahn Ander- 


on, my joe. J!. 1654 moot Dit 
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i John Anderſon, my joe, Jokn, we ve W 
hairns, 5 * 2 11 2 

5 And yet my dear, Jon Anderſon, Im; happy in 
your arms, 

And ſac are ye in ets RI I'm ſure yell ne'er 


4417 „ay no, N 7 2%: 22118 2 £7: te 8 


- Tho' the Mag are gane 5 we Sap om John 
Anderſon, my joe. „ n e on bo þ 
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Jo fee fac mony ec J N ve, en 
you and me, 
And ilka lad and laſs, John, in our 5 to g. 


Makes perfect heaven here on er 1 455 Anders | 
| fon, my joe. Len ate; 
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John Ae my joe, John ;when we wers 7 | 
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Your locks were like the raven, your bas} brow 
| Was , 
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n ee IE: joe, John, frae year to year 
Aud i thee yer maun come, | ohn, will bring 
us to our laſt, 

But let na that affright us John, our hearts were 


ner our foe, 
:While i in innocent delight we liv'd, John Anderſon, 
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Now we waun totter down, John, „but hand 


hand we'll . | 
And we'll ſleep thegither. at the foot, John Anderfo 
3 my; joe. 89 | 1 
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John Anderſon, my Joe, John, we cla 


„ 


ö 


e 


4 


» 


: 1 


and 


* 


— 


But now your head's turn'd bald, John, your locks 


are like the ſnow, 
Yet bleſſings on your. froſty pow, John Anderſon, 
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And mony a canty day, John, we've hall wi' ane 
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Daa Coe, while the bufy eroud, elt oF 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud. 
in folly's maze advance; us $22 vil 
Tho' ſingularity and pride 33 £5 ; 
Be call'd our choice, w * aſl, 3 

Nor join the giddy ada eco Serb 


1 
From the gay world we'll oft retit e 
To our own family and fire; ory ori b nit H 
Where love our hours employa ;;; | 
No intermeddling ſtranger near, 
To ſpoil our heartfelt os. 
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II ſolid happineſs we prize, 1 2 EP 
Within our breaſt this jewel lies... 
And they are fools who roam | ae 75 
The world hath nothing to 8 ea 
From our own ſelves our bliſs — 1 U 
And that dear hut our home. ee 2 


Ok reſt was Noah's dove bereft, 
When with impatient wing ſhe left 
That ſafe retreat, the ark: | : 
Giving her vain excurſions o'er, 
The diſappointed bird once more 
Explor'd the ſacred bark. 


V. 


Tho? fools ſpurn Hymen's gentle powers; 
8 We, who improve his golden hours, 
By ſweet experience know, 
That marriage, rightly underſtood, 
Gives to the tender and the good, 
A paradiſe below. N 
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- Our babes ſhall richeſt comforts bring; 
If tutor'd right they'll prove a ſpring, \ | 
Whence pleaſures ever-riſe: ' | 
- "We'll form their minds-with ſtudious care, | 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 1 5 
And train them for the ſki es.. 


8 vn. 
While they our wiſeſt hours engage, 


And recompenſe our care. 


= They'll joy our youth, ſupport our age, 

2 And crown our hoary hairs; 

; an They'll grow. in virtue every day, 1 „ 
= 7 | i And thus our fondeſt loves repay, N 
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N o bor row' d joys! they're all our own,” * 
While to the world we live unknown, 
Or by the world forgot: 
Monarchs! we envy not your ſtate, 


And bleſs our humble lot. 


IX. 
Our portion is not large, indeed, 
But then how little do we need; 
For Nature's calls are fe-Ww1 
In this the art of living lies, | 
To want no more than may ſuffice; - 
And make that little do... 
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We'll therefore reliſn with content; 
Whate'er kind Providence has ſent,... : '.. 
Nor aim beyond our power: 
For if our ſtock be very ſmall, 
Tis prudence to enjoy it all., 
Nor loſe the preſent hou. 


To be reſign'd when ills betide, 
Patient when favours are deny'd, 

And pleas d with favours given; 
Dear-Cloe, this is wiſdom's part. 
This is that incenſe of the heart, 

_ + Whole fragrance ſmells to heaven. 
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We'll aſk no long- protracted treat, 
Since winter-life is ſeldom ſweet; 
But when our feaſt is o'er, 
Grateful from table we'll ariſe, 
Nor grudge our ſons, with envious eye, 
Ihe relics of our ſtore. 


Thus hand in hand thro? life we'll go; 
Its checker'd paths of joy and woe 
With cautious ſteps we'll tread; 
Quit its vain ſcenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble, or a fear, 
And mingle with the dead. 


XIV. 


While conſcience, like a faithful friend, 
3hall thro' the gloomy vale attend, 

And cheer our dying breath; 
Shall, when all other comforts ceaſe, 
Like a kind angel whiſper peace, 
And {mooth the bed of death. 


